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nerve-worm lay, stretched out in the man's vitals as he vomited
there, cold and constricted, limp as the sloughed off skin of a
summer snake.
Cordelia, who had showed signs of being more concerned over
Mr. Evans as he swayed and retched, and retched and swayed,
than over the murder itself, now sat down on the grass by Tos-
sie's side and took her head in her lap. The first time she did
this the distracted girl beat her off with her hands and tried to
get up and rush over to Barter's body; but the sight of that coat
hiding the crushed head brought so sickening a sense of her
loss that she hid her face between Cordelia's knees and broke
into piteous wailings. These waitings carried no longer, however,
that terrifying note in them that her first shrill screams had had,
and by degrees they sank down from sheer exhaustion into low
moans; till at last the unhappy girl lay quite silent and still.
Mr. Evans, whose paroxysm of vomiting had ceased now,
obeyed John with humble docility, as the latter demanded his
help in dragging forth the body of the murderer from the tower.
This quiet but by no means stupid docility became a fixed habit
with Mr. Evans from now on. It was not that the man's sanity
was affected by the accumulating shocks of this day. What it
seemed to be was a substitution of a definite sense of guilt over
Barter's death for the less tangible but far more deadly remorse
over his sadistic dreams and fantasies. This new guilt of his the
man took calmly, and in a certain sense sanely; but it had a
much more disastrous effect upon him from an external and
practical point of view than the other. When the twenty-sixth of
February dawned poor Cordy was startled to discover that her
Owen's hair had turned white. He had indeed become visibly
and palpably and in every physical respect, if not an old man,
certainly an elderly man.
It was lucky for Cordelia that the tiny annuity, so carefully
purchased for her by Mr. Geard, was enough for their bare needs
in that little house above Bove Town, on the hill leading up to
St. Edmund's Brick Yard; for after this crisis in his days, Mr.
Evans found himself quite incapable of going on with his work
in Number Two's shop. That really elderly and indeed extremely
aged gentleman did not feel it incumbent upon him to regard